


li 


Nihal 


ESAS, 
Sa a ee 
eee we — 








What a Little 
White Bible Did 


Margaret and Marilyn met at the 
Adventist school called Helderberg in South 
Africa. Marilyn was an Adventist; Margaret 
was not—definitely! 

Margaret belonged to another church, 
and she said it was much better than the 
Adventist church. She pooh-poohed the 
Sabbath and laughed at many of the stand- 
ards Adventists believe are important. 

Marilyn was just the opposite. She was 
very quiet and tried sincerely to be a true 
Christian. You would have thought Mar- 
garet would never have noticed her, she 
was so different. But this was not the case. 
Of all the girls in the school, Marilyn was 
the one Margaret liked best. 

The two girls had long talks together, 
and Marilyn spared none of Margaret’s 
sins. She told her plainly that the wrongs 
things she was doing would keep her out of 
heaven and that she ought to change. 

If the teachers had talked to her like 
that, Margaret would have become angry. 
But she took it all from Marilyn and even 
thanked her. 

When, one day, Marilyn invited Mar- 
garet to walk with her through the woods, 
Margaret was glad to go. Out there under 
the trees, Marilyn talked to her more seri- 
ously than she ever had before. She pleaded 
with her to give her heart to Jesus. She sug- 
gested they kneel together and talk it over 
with God. Margaret consented, and while 
she was bowed beside her friend, she gave 
her heart and life and all she had to her 
heavenly Father, and asked Him to stay be- 
side her always. 

Of course, the other students soon saw a 
change.come over Margaret. But the school 
year came to an end, and next year Mar- 
garet was not able to return to Helderberg. 
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Sad, disturbing news reached Marilyn. Mar- 
garet was losing the way and drifting back 
to her old habits. Marilyn prayed often for 
her, but it seemed to do no good. 

Then came great excitement. Marilyn 
was returning with her parents to America. 
She wrote to tell Margaret, and Margaret 
came to say good-by. 

As Margaret talked to her friend once 
more, old memories stirred. She remem- 
bered the talks they used to have, and espe 
cially the one that afternoon under the 
trees. So when she saw a white Bible with 
a picture on the cover lying on Marilyn’s 
table she said, “Please give me that to re- 
member you by.” 

Marilyn shook her head. “I can’t,” she 
said. “My great-grandmother gave it to me, 
and I couldn’t part with it.” 

Margaret looked so sad that Marilyn 
promised, “When I get to America I’ll look 
for another Bible like this, and if I find 
one, I'll send it to you.” 

It’s a long way from Africa to America, 
and it took many weeks for Marilyn to 
make the trip. But at last she arrived, and 
one of the first things she did was to look 
for a white Bible with a picture on it like 
the one Margaret had asked for. 


It just so happened that she found one. 
Overjoyed, she bought it quickly, wrapped 
it, and mailed it to Margaret. 

Back came a letter. 


Now, there is a thrill in being elected 
president of a class. There is a thrill in 
winning a basketball game. There is a thrill 
in being able to sing well. But greater than 
any of these thrills is the thrill Marilyn had 
when she read: 

“Dear Marilyn, thank you so much for 
the Bible. I have been thinking of the 
things you used to say to me, and how we 
used to pray together. I have decided to give 
myself to Jesus again, and I have started 
once more to go to church.” 


Would you like a thrill like that? You 
can have it. It takes prayer, and living like 
a Christian; and sometimes a little white 
Bible will help too. 


Your friend, 


Pe Waxesel 
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THE GIRL WHO WAS 





BEAUTIFUL INSIDE 


By ELVA B. GARDNER 


O come for supper at 6:00, Mr. Ronson. 
I want you to meet my wife and daugh- 
ter. 

“Indeed, I'll be there, Mr. Sorenson. By 
the way, I didn’t know you had a daughter. 
Do you have only the one child?” 

“Yes, only the one. She is fourteen. I'm 
rather pleased with Joan. She is not like 
the average girl of fourteen. But do come 
and meet her.” 

Mr. Ronson was in the city on business, 
and now that it was attended to he took 


his car to the garage for repairs before 
starting back to his home city. While the 
men worked on the car, Mr. Ronson decided 
to get on the bus and see a bit of the town, 
its parks and other points of interest. He 
had the whole afternoon ahead to wait for 
the car. 

On the bus he enjoyed the sights from 
the window and paid little attention to the 
conversation of the people; but something 
said by a girl in the seat behind him caught 
his attention. To page 16 


The big girl sat down by the little boy. “He’s sick, isn’t he?” she said to the sister. “And 
you have nothing to eat!” Mr. Ronson listened to her, and tried to look as if he could not hear. 
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JIMMY and the MULE 


By JOY TANNER 


vei get a breath of that cold air!” 
shouted young Jimmy. He was hope- 
lessly trying to keep up with his huskier 
and larger brother as they headed for the 
barn. 

“Yeah,” responded Wass. “It’s probably 
15° this morning and that’s right cold for 
Georgia.” 

“You aren't kidding,” responded Jimmy, 
trying to steady his shivering body. “But 
after that good breakfast mom fixed, I could 
battle any kind of weather.” 

Wass smiled at Jimmy's last remark, for 
there was much truth in it. The early morn- 
ing chores didn’t seem so hard when your 
stomach was full. “Yum-m-m, those hot bis- 
cuits,” he thought, “with fresh honey, snow- 
white grits, soft-scrambled eggs, golden-yel- 
low cheese, and the best milk old Bessie 
could produce.” 

Ice covered the ground, and it was slip- 
pery. “Wait for me, Wass,” Jimmy called. 
“I can hardly walk on this stuff.” 

Wass slowed his pace; and within sec- 
onds, the two boys were side by side on their 
way to the barn. 

“Let's go,” shouted Wass. Off they went. 
Wass’s long legs moved with the greatest 
of ease and speed. But poor Jimmy—just as 
he reached the barn gate, his feet slipped 
from under him and he went down. Wham! 
He hit where it hurt the most. He wanted 
to cry, but knew he'd never live it down. 
Slowly he struggled to his feet, all too con- 
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scious of the boisterous roars of his brother. 
As he hobbled along the rest of the way to 
the gate, he met the amused Wass with 
loud, make-believe laughter. Though it hurt, 
he would never let his brother know. 

“You just wait,” he countered. “I'll win 
next time!” 

“Ha! that'll be the day,” laughed Wass. 

The boys covered the barn floor with 
clean straw and scattered corn grains about 
for the chickens. 

Jimmy put off milking old Bessie till last; 
for though he would never let Wass know 
it, he greatly enjoyed this task. Bessie 
seemed well contented with life this morn- 
ing, and Jimmy's bucket was soon filled to 
the brim. 

After finishing his final task, he went 
over to help Wass get hay for Joe, the old 
mule Jimmy loved so well. 

Joe gazed down at the hay as if it were 
poison. He must have felt sick, for he had 
never before refused anything to eat. 

“Oh,” said Jimmy, “he’s just too cold this 
morning. But I can lift his spirits. You just 
don’t know how to handle him.” He walked 
over to Joe and gave him a friendly pat on 
the head. He had always been the best of 
friends with Joe since the day the mule be- 
came a member of the barnyard family. He 
picked up a handful of hay and placed it in 
front of Joe. The mule hesitated for only a 
moment, then ate enthusiastically. 

“Jimmy, you've always had a way with 
that mule,” complimented Wass. “I think 
he likes you best.” 

Jimmy energetically picked up a pile of 
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hay and scattered it recklessly around the 
barn floor. As he passed the open door, he 
noticed icicles hanging from the barn eaves. 
They gave him an idea. Quickly he pulled 
off several, and tiptoeing behind Wass, 
jerked back his jacket collar and thrust in 
the ice. With a start, Wass turned around 
and gave chase. Grabbing a few icicles, he 
soon caught up with Jimmy. The two boys 
tussled over the ice, both falling finally to 
@: ground, laughing and exhausted. 

Within seconds Jimmy’s energy came 
back, and he thought of another scheme. He 
would have a little fun with Joe. Into the 
barn he went, with his hands filled with 
icicles. Thoughtlessly walking up to Joe, 
now placidly eating his hay, Jimmy applied 
the ice to the mule’s stomach. Shocked and 
bewildered, Joe began to kick wildly. 

Jimmy was caught under the stamping 
hoofs, and his cries and screams rang 
through the barn. By the time Wass reached 
him, he was lying limp on the cold floor. 
Wass was terrified. If only someone would 
come and help! 

Jimmy gave a long groan, and lay still. 

At that moment Wass heard a troubled 
voice outside. “What's wrong in there? Has 
something happened?” 


He ran quickly to the door. Mother! She 
had heard the commotion. 

“Come, Mom,” he shouted. “Come quick! 
Jimmy’s hurt!” 

“Where?” she cried. “What happened?” 

“Look, Mom, Joe tromped him! Joe 
tromped him,” Wass repeated in an agony 
of fear. 

Mother’s heart leaped in dread as she saw 
her little boy so limp on the trampled hay. 
She ran to his side and knelt. He was still 
breathing, in heavy gasps. “Wass,” she cried, 
“hitch up the horses and get Doc Wilkon. 
And don’t waste any time.” 

Picking up the unconscious child, she 
carried him to the house and placed him 
on a pallet by the stove. Tenderly she bathed 
his forehead. Gently she removed the torn 
shirt and saw that Joe had dug his hoof 
deep into Jimmy's chest. She washed away 
the hay and dirt and stopped the bleeding. 

After she had done all she could, she 
could only wait. Slowly the hours passed. 
What was keeping Wass? Jimmy seemed to 
be getting worse. His breathing was more 
labored. “Dear Father in heaven,’ she 
prayed, “please make Jimmy better.” 

Finally, she heard the sound of horses on 

To page 15 
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Jimmy was caught by the mule’s kicking feet, and his screams were heard clear up at the house. 
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W. H. ANDERSON 





Chapter 10: All About Lions, Crocodiles, and an American Boy 


ONE morning as Elder Anderson and his 
boys were pushing along a trail in 
Northern Rhodesia on a visit to one of the 
outschools, he neared a village from which 
a tremendous amount of noise was coming. 
Listening carefully, he asked the boys 
whether they thought the noise meant war 
and trouble; they replied that the people 
were singing and rejoicing. Wishing to 
know what important event was being cel- 
ebrated, he entered the village and there 
saw a man walking slowly to and fro with a 
lion’s head in his hand, shouting, “This is 
the head of the lion that I killed.” The mis- 
sionary stopped and heard this story: 

The previous night, while this man and 
his wife were sleeping, a hungry lion 
prowled around their village. Apparently he 
selected their hut as the one in which he 
hoped to find his supper, and began clawing 
at the mud walls with his powerful nails. 

Up under the roof of the hut was a little 
platform, and the man quickly scrambled 
onto it. Unfortunately, it was only big 
enough for one person, so that left his wife 
to deal with the lion. She seized his old 
muzzle-loading gun, rammed in some paper, 
some powder, some more paper, and then 
half a dozen bolts her husband had stolen 
from the telephone company. She had just 
finished her preparations when the lion 
pushed his head through an opening he had 
made and prepared to enter the hut. The 
woman placed the muzzle of the gun at the 
beast’s throat and blazed away, killing him 
instantly. So the next morning this man was 
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dancing around the village telling all who 
would listen how he and his wife had killed 
a lion! 

One evening, as Elder Anderson was re- 
turning to the mission from the nearest rail- 
way station, only six miles from home, he 
saw a group of natives carrying a machila. 
(A machila is a hammock slung on a pole.) 
Thinking the traveler might need help, he 
went over to investigate. In the machila he 
found a Russian trader, lying delirious with 
fever. He asked the boys where they were 
taking him, and they said that before losing 
consciousness he had told them to take him 
to his camp forty miles away. Elder Ander- 
son saw that the man would probably die if 
he did not get some prompt nursing, and 
suggested to the boys that they bring him to 
the Rusangu Mission Station. Three weeks 
of careful nursing followed, which brought 
him back to health. 

Before leaving Rusangu, the Russian 
trader expressed his deep gratitude. He was 
poor, he said, and couldn’t afford to pay for 
the care he had received. Of course, the 
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missionary assured him that he had nm | 4 


taken care of him for money, and that h 
wanted no reward. However, the trader 
wanted to do something, and asked what he 
could give to show his appreciation. Elder 
Anderson said that a good dog would be use- 
ful. So a few weeks later he was pleased to 
receive a good watchdog whose name, the 
letter said, was “Whisky.” Elder Anderson 
—for obvious reasons—dropped the y and 
called the dog Whisk. 

















One afternoon not long after securing 
Whisk, the missionary was again on trek. 
The wagon passed the camp of a white 
trader. Telling the boys’to make camp at a 
well-known spot half a mile farther on, 
Elder Anderson stopped and chatted with 
the trader until sundown. Then with his 
two dogs, one of them Whisk, he set off 
briskly walking down the road. He was 
much worried when he came to the place 

here he had told the boys to stop, to see 

ey had gone to what they considered a bet- 
ter spot another mile down the road. Well 
did Mr. Anderson know that there were 
many lions in that area. Twilight fell fast 
and the stars had begun to appear, when 
suddenly there was a growl from the tall 
grass by the side of the path. Looking over, 
the missionary saw a large lion not more 
than ten feet away. Telling of it afterwards, 
Elder Anderson said this was the worst 
scare of his life and might be the reason why 
his hair turned gray. 

Thinking fast, he put his hand on 
Whisk’s head and said, “Sic ’em.” Whisk 








needed no further encouragement but made 
straight for the lion. Elder Anderson and 
the other dog made a run for the wagon. It 
is too bad there was no one there to clock 
his time, for he was sure he must have set 
a new world record. He was much worried 
about Whisk, but half an hour later the 
plucky dog came in exhausted but without 
a scratch. 

One morning as Elder Anderson was 
breaking up camp on another trip, he was 
startled to hear a native woman screaming 
at the top of her lungs. He went to see if 
there was anything he could do to help her. 
She told him a tragic story. She, her hus- 
band, and their grown son had been travel- 
ing for many days, pitching camp every 
evening when they found water. Knowing 
it was dangerous country for lions, they had 
kept good fires burning every night. The 
previous night they had followed the same 
practice, but perhaps an hour before dawn, 
thinking all danger past, they had allowed 
the fire to die down and had gone to sleep. 

As the first faint streaks of light ap- 
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While the man trembled on the shelf, his wife put 
the gun in the lion’s mouth and pulled the trigger. 





peared, the woman heard a strange noise. 
Pulling the blanket off her head, she sat up 
just in time to see a lion leap off into the 
grass with her husband in its mouth, fol- 
lowed by a lioness carrying her son. Was 
there anything the missionary could do? 
She was only a short distance from where 
the disaster had happened. 

Elder Anderson gathered about 150 na- 
tives from nearby villages. They walked all 
day and searched a large area, but they 
failed to find any trace of the missing men, 
or of the man-eating lions that had taken 
them. 

At another time when Elder Anderson 
and his wife were visiting the Moya out- 
station about forty miles from Rusangu, a 
group of natives told them that during the 
night lions had broken into the village, kill- 
ing four goats and one sheep. “Mfundisi,” 
they said, “can you help us?” 

Elder Anderson bought a goat, killed it, 
and put poison in the carcass. However, 
lions prefer to kill what they eat, so instead 
of taking the carcass, they broke into 
another village and killed a cow, a calf, a 
dog, and a goat. This time Elder Anderson 
took poison and put it liberally into the body 
of the dead cow. The lion came, swallowed 
the bait, and quickly died. In the morning 
the lion’s body was still warm and was 
quickly skinned. 

That night the lions came again and tried 
to get at Elder Anderson’s oxen. He fired 
several shots and frightened them off. 
Creeping through the grass, the lions then 
crossed a little valley, and up on a rocky 
hill they managed to capture a baby baboon 
which apparently was sleeping on the 
ground. As the lions made off with their 
little captive, the whole colony of baboons 
woke up and began crying pitifully. 

The next morning Elder and Mrs. Ander- 
son beheld one of the most remarkable 
sights witnessed in Africa. 

“Wa-hoo! Wa-hoo! Wa-hoo!” It was the 
war cry of the baboons. Hundreds and 
hundreds of them came from far and near. 
Then like human beaters they spread out 
in a long line and started on the trail of 
those lions. Over hills and valleys they went, 
throwing stones into every clump of bushes. 
The lions were driven out of the country. It 
was no use staying there any longer in the 
hope of securing lion skins. Months passed 
before any lions were seen in the area again. 
Of course, lions were not the only wild 
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animals Missionary Anderson encountered 
during his fifty years in Africa. One day he 
was visiting some outschools in the 
Bwengwa district. The long rains were due 
to begin, but, of course, no one could say 
just when they would start. This year they 
came a little earlier than usual, and the mis- 
sionary turned his face toward home, forty 
miles away. Late one afternoon after it had 
been raining steadily for three days and 


nights, he and his party came to the bank 


of a river that was already flooded. 

Now this river, like so many others in 
tropical Africa, is either dry, or carries a 
mere trickle during the long winter. It 
flows into the Kafue, one of the large rivers 
of Northern Rhodesia, and is famous for 
crocodiles. With the coming of heavy rains 
the feeder streams rise, and the crocodiles 
leave the Kafue and migrate up the smaller 
rivers. However, since the rains had only 
just begun, Elder Anderson was sure the 
crocodiles had not yet had time to reach the 
stream he wanted to cross. So he proposed 
to tie his clothes in a bundle and swim the 
river. His native boys, fearing the presence 
of crocodiles, begged him not to do so. 

“Very well,” replied the missionary. “Just 
to show that it is all right, I will be the first 
to cross.” But while he was preparing to 
enter the stream, a boy ran quickly, found a 
large stone, and returned to the bank. He 
asked Elder Anderson to wait a moment as 
he wanted to show him something. He then 
hurled the stone into the river, and the noses 
of three crocodiles bobbed up out of the 
water. Needless to say, the mission party 
did not cross that stream there, but waited 
until the next morning, when they went 
down the river to a shallow place where 
they could wade across. 

While making a visit to one of our north- 
ern mission stations in Rhodesia, Elder An- 
derson found it necessary to sleep in Broken 
Hill one night. This was the end of the 
railway in those days. The next morning he 
went to the telegraph office and handed in a 
message he wished sent to Cape Town. Th 
operator said he would accept the telegram, 
but that the message would probably get to 
Cape Town sooner if it were sent by reg- 
ular post. Elder Anderson asked why, and 
was given his answer in one word: “Ele- 
phants.” 

The night before, a herd of elephants 
had crossed the railway line just above the 
town and had seen the iron telegraph poles 
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running beside the track. Elephants, you 
know, frequently uproot trees because the 
roots are sometimes sweet and edible. Out of 
curiosity these elephants proceeded to up- 
root one after another of the telegraph 
poles. Then they made a circuit of the town, 
and proceeded to tear out a whole line of 
poles south of the settlement. No wonder it 
was impossible to send a telegram that morn- 
ing! : 

One night lions prowled around Elder 
Anderson's camp. Fires were kept brightly 
burning, but still the lions persisted in roar- 
ing. They were determined to have some- 
thing to eat. About eleven o'clock there was 


.y tremendous roar from the grass just be- 


yond the fire. The lead ox became desper- 
ately frightened, lunged, broke the strap 
which bound him to the wagon, and dashed 
into the darkness. This pleased the lion im- 
mensely. A few tremendous bounds and 
he was on the back of the ox, biting him 
through the back of the neck. 

The next morning the missionaries found 
the body of the ox, partly eaten, some dis- 
tance away. With the help of his boys, the 


missionary built a very high brush-and- 
thorn fence all around it, carefully leaving 
one small opening. Here Elder Anderson 
placed the rifle with a string tied to the 
trigger and stretched across the opening. 
That evening, shortly after dark, the lion 
returned, walked all around the thorn 
hedge, found the small opening left for 
him, entered, and calmly committed suicide 
by shooting himself. The missionary and 
his party heard the report of the gun, fol- 
lowed by a tremendous roar, and then si- 
lence. But no one went to investigate until 
broad daylight, when they found the lion 
dead. 


No one ever knew how many thousands 
of miles Elder Anderson walked over the 
mountains, through the valleys and jungles, 
across the plains and deserts of Africa. He 
pioneered the work at Solusi in 1895, and 
ten years later he pioneered the work in 
Northern Rhodesia. Fifteen years later he 
pioneered in Bechuanaland, and later still 
he pioneered the work in Angola. During 
his later years in Africa, he was appointed 

To page 14 
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Down the bushland track with Jerry 
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In the dead of night, the sudent poured the benzine down the hole while his friend shone the light. 


Underground Marvels of the Wasp 


By KEITH MOXON 


ASPS?” said Anne in a scared voice. 
“Oh, dear—where?” 

“Around the side of the house,” I said. 
“They've built a house like a honeycomb.” 

“Quick, show me,” said my little friend 
next door. “But don’t let’s go too near! I’m 
scared of hornets and wasps!” 

And so around the side of the house we 
went, and I pointed out where the wasps 
were buzzing around a thing that looked 
like a honeycomb, tucked in a corner about 
four feet above our heads. 
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“It looks as if it’s made out of paper 
remarked Anne. “Yes, thin paper. How s 
they do that? Where do they get the pape. 
from?” 

It was a mystery to us until Uncle Frank 
came, but he told us at once. 

“Where do they get the paper from?— 
they make it!” 

Wasps make paper! That was really 
something! 

“Yes,” continued Uncle Frank, “they get 
wood and bark, chew it well, then spit it 


” 
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up and smooth it out. In no time at all they 
make that honeycomb home of theirs.” 

“What's the honeycomb for?” I asked. 
“I didn’t know wasps stored honey.” 

“It’s not for honey,” replied Uncle Frank. 
“The little cells are for their eggs. The eggs 
are laid at the top of one of those little 
cells.” 

“The cells don’t seem to be sealed up 
’ said Anne, peering intently as she 
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the eggs yet.” 

“No, you've guessed wrong, Anne,” cor- 
rected Uncle Frank. “The eggs have been 
laid long ago. They are hatched out by now, 
and the little larva is in there right at the 
top of the cell, hanging on by its tail. The 
wasps that you see flying around the nest are 
bringing them food. They will look after 
them until they are fully grown. Then the 
larva will seal up its cell with a door made 
of silk. Locked up snug and tight he will 
turn into a pupa. After a while, the adult 
wasp will break down this door, and an- 
other Polistes wasp will come flying out 
into the world.” 

“What kind of a wasp?” I asked. 

“A Polistes wasp. A digger wasp. Look at 
their wings—here, see this one sitting on 
the wall. What direction are the wings 
pointing?” 

“Straight out from his sides.” 

“Correct. Now, there are two groups of 
wasps. First, the digger wasps, which have 
their wings straight out like these, and then 
there are the true wasps, which have their 
wings straight along their body. I can show 
you some of the true wasps right away, I 
think. There’s a nest of them right above 
your front window, Anne. Have you seen 
them?” 

Anne shook her head, and so we headed 
for the front window. Uncle Frank pointed 
out the nest. It looked for all the world like 
a big lump of mud. 


asp,” said Uncle Frank. “They are true 

asps. Now, if we wait pry and look 
closely, we'll see one of these wasps, be- 
cause they haven't finished building their 
nest yet. They are out gathering mud for it, 
and they bring back a tiny little scoop at a 
time. If we went inside, and looked through 
the window, we'd have a very good view and 
yet be quite safe.” 

We all went inside to the window, and 
by squinting up, we had a good view of the 


* “There it is—the nest of the mud-dauber 
Ww. 


nest. Hardly had we got set, when there was 
a flash of yellow, and a wasp landed on one 
side of the mud. I saw at once what Uncle 
Frank had been talking about. The wasp 
did have wings that were straight along its 
body when it rested. “It is a true wasp,” I 
shouted. “Look at its wings!” 

“Right you are, Jerry,’ commended Un- 
cle Frank. “And these wasps have a way of 
doing things that’s different from the Po- 
listes wasps. They don’t keep on feeding 
their young, for instance. They make a mud 
cell, then cram it full of food for the baby 
larva when it hatches out. I suppose there 
are a dozen or so cells in that big daub of 
mud, and by now several of them are filled 
with all kinds of insects. Come, I'll show 
you. The nest is in a bad place up there. It’s 
going to come down, and we'll see what's 
inside.” 

“Should we break it down after all the 
trouble the wasps have gone to to build it?” 
asked Anne doubtfully. “And what if they 
sting us?” 

“Tl do it while they are away,” laughed 
Uncle Frank. “It’s too dangerous having 
that nest there. Anyway, after I tell you a 
little bit more about the wasps I don’t think 
you will feel sorry for them. Now, what can 
I use to break down the nest? Ah! the very 
thing, the fire shovel.” Picking up the 
shovel, Uncle Frank got up on the window 
sill, reached out, and scraped the wasp nest 
off the wall. It fell to the ground, and he 
hurried out to get it. He came back into the 
house with it on the shovel, and asked me 
to spread out a newspaper for him to put 
it on. 

“The wasps can’t get at us in here,” he 
said reassuringly, as both Anne and I kept 
our distance from it. “And there are no 
wasps in it, for they went flying off in 
alarm as soon as it hit the ground. Come on 
now, the window is shut—they can’t get at 
us in here!” 

So we all kneeled around while Uncle 
Frank got out his penknife and sliced at the 
broken nest. You could see that it was a 
mass of tunnels, and as Uncle Frank opened 
up these tunnels, something fell out of 
them onto the paper. 

“Eeeeeeee,” shrilled Anne, backing away. 
“There’s spiders in them!” 

“They won't hurt you,” said Uncle Frank. 
“They're alive all right, but they are para- 
lyzed. And they would have stayed that way 

To page 17 
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MIRACLE in PERSIA 


By GOLDIE DOWN 


p>: come quickly. Someone has broken 
into the car,” shouted Kendall excitedly. 
“The back window is cracked right across.” 

“I saw a man running away from the car 
just as we got to the top of the path up 
there,” added Donnie and Keryl almost in 
the same breath. 

Three missionary families had met to- 
gather for a Sabbath picnic lunch in a rocky 
valley on the outskirts of Teheran in Iran 
(Persia). The Adamses and their little girls 
had to return to the school soon afterward, 
but the Downs and Osters had gone for a 
walk to the falls. On the way back the 
children had hiked ahead and made the 
startling discovery. 

“Has anything been stolen?” asked mother 
as the two families crowded round the back 
of the car. 

“Don’t know yet.” Pastor Oster and daddy 
were checking over the things in the back of 
the station wagon. “Here's the pressure 
cooker all right, and the rugs, and the box of 
dishes; but, of course, the folding chairs 


are too bulky 4 


“But the cameras are gone,” broke in 
daddy flatly. 

“Oh, no,” said mother in despair. “Surely 
not both cameras. Are you sure you didn’t 
take them into the trailer when you tidied 
up the car yesterday?” 

“No,” said daddy positively. “I distinctly 
remember packing them into my leather case 
along with my electric razor and the spare 
lenses and the flash gun.” 

“Are all those things still there?” asked 
Mrs. Oster. 

“Yes,” replied daddy. “This isn’t the work 
of a novice. The thief knew just what to 
take and what to leave.” 
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“Or else he was disturbed when the chil- 
dren came down the hill,” suggested Pastor 
Oster. “In any case you can say good-by to 
your cameras. Many of these people are 
born thieves. I've never heard of any stolen 
goods ever being recovered, and I’ve spent 
most of my life in these countries.” 

“Is it any use reporting it to the police?” 
asked mother sadly. 

“Not much. Theft and corruption are too 
common. But let’s find out all the children 
can tell, and then we'll go along to the 
police station,” replied Pastor Oster. 

So the six children were questioned and 
cross-questioned. Four of them had seen a 
man run from behind the car and disappear 
up the rocky hillside. Three of them noticed 
he carried a sack over his shoulder and 
shouted to another man who was standing 
on a rocky ledge just above the car. Keryl 
said the thief was wearing a blue shirt and 
blue and white striped native trousers. This 
was confirmed by Donnie Oster. They all 
agreed that the man on the rock was the 
same man who had come and asked Brother 
Adams to make change while the party was 
eating lunch. 

When the parents had the full story, 
everyone went to the police station. The of 
ficers were helpful but not hopeful. € 
soon as they had all the particulars of th 
theft they sent two men to “close off” the 
valley. At Pastor Oster’s suggestion daddy 
offered a reward for the return of the 
cameras; but it was a very disheartened little 
family that went to bed in their trailer 
home that night. 

The Down family were missionaries on 
furlough from India and were fulfilling a 
long-standing wish to visit the lands of the 





Bible. In their station wagon and small 
house trailer they had already traveled four 
thousand miles of rough roads, crossing 
deserts and fording rocky river beds. And 
now, just when the worst of the journey was 
over and the interesting sights were near, 
their cameras had been stolen. Worse still, 
all the color film of their trip through 
Pakistan, Afghanistan, and part of Iran was 
still in the cameras that had been stolen. 

“It seems to me the whole trip is wasted,” 
mourned mother on Sunday morning. “We'll 
have no record of the places we've visited at 
all. What's the use of seeing all these won- 
derful places and not having pictures to 
take back to show folks?” . 

“Why don’t we buy some more cameras?” 
asked little Michele seriously. 

“Don’t be silly,” broke in Kendall loftily. 
“We don’t have enough money for that. You 
know how many repairs we've had to make 
on the trailer over those awful roads; and 
mummy says we've overspent our budget 
already.” 

“Never mind,” comforted daddy. “God 
knows we wanted to take pictures and He 
could have stopped the thief from taking our 
cameras. Maybe He has some other plan. 
Anyway, it’s no use talking about it now. 
Let's all get to our tasks; we want to go on 
with our journey today.” 





But somehow the day seemed to get away 
from them. Father found lots of things that 
needed attention on the car and trailer. 
Mother and Mrs. Oster got their heads to- 
gether over some home-school work. The 
six children played happily in and out of the 
swimming pool all day. At 4:00 P.M. mother 
was still busily typing out teaching aids 
when father stuck his head around the 
trailer door. “It’s rather late now,” he an- 
nounced. “Not much use pulling out today. 
Let’s get an early start in the morning.” 

“Suits me,” replied mother. “I have at least 
another hour of typing here yet.” 

After supper Mrs. Oster came down. “We 
are going out for a while,” she said. “Our 
children are in bed. When you have tucked 
your children in, why don’t you go up to our 
house and finish typing those aids in com- 
fort?” 

Eight-fifteen found the Osters home again 
and both couples happily talking about mis- 
sion experiences. Suddenly the telephone 
rang. Pastor Oster answered it and con- 
versed in Persian for a few minutes. Then 
putting down the receiver he beamed at 
the others. “Come on, Brother,” he said. 
“Let’s go out and pick up your cameras!” 

“Really?” 

“I can't believe it!” 

“It's too good to be true!” gasped mother. 


The policeman shook his head. “There is but little chance you will see your cameras again,” he said. 
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But it was true. Within two hours the 
men were back from the police station carry- 
ing both cameras. One had been dropped 
and was slightly damaged, but it was still 
usable. Best of all, the used film in both was 
intact. 

“I don’t know whether it was the hope of 


reward, but those policemen certainly 
worked hard,” daddy chuckled delightedly. 
“They didn’t get the thief, but they got the 
cameras, and that is all we care about.” 

“But how did they find them?” asked 
Mrs. Oster. 

“Well, those two men who went up yester- 
day stopped anyone from entering or leaving 
the valley. Then five policemen combed 
every inch of the valley till they found the 
cameras behind a rock late this afternoon.” 

“What a job going over all those boulders 
and streams!” said mother. “They surely 
earned their reward.” 

“Apparently the thief hid the cameras 
when he saw us all come back to the car, 
and intended to come back later on and pick 
them up when the hue and cry died down. 
But the policeman posted at each end of the 
valley prevented him.” 

“It certainly is a miracle though,” said 
Pastor Oster, “an unheard of thing in all my 
experience. Let’s have prayer and thank the 
Lord for His goodness.” 

“It’s a double miracle,” said mother, smil- 
ing happily. “First of all, we got the cameras 
back, and then we did not leave Teheran 
today as we had planned. We would have 
been miles away by now, and it might have 
been weeks before you could have restored 
the cameras to us.” 

“And by then we would have already 
visited most of the places of interest with- 
out getting any pictures of them,” concluded 
father. 

It was with grateful hearts and strength- 
ened faith that four happy people knelt in 
prayer that night to thank their heavenly 
Father for doing for them more than they 
had asked or thought possible. 





W. H. Anderson, Pioneer 
From page 9 


one of the secretaries of the division, and 
for years he traveled from mission to mis- 
sion, conducting camp meetings, holding 
institutes, and attending committee meet- 
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ings. His visits proved of great benefit to 
younger workers. Wherever he went he saw 
signs of wonderful growth. When he came 
to Africa the total membership was less 
than four hundred. He lived to see it near 
the hundred thousand mark. 

In 1944, Solusi mission celebrated the 
50th year since its founding. Hundreds of 
people gathered for the great event and the 
celebrations lasted for three days. How do 
you think they began? The visitors were 
gathered in the central part of the mission. 

Down the road they could see a faint 
cloud of dust arising. There was an ox 
wagon coming, drawn by sixteen oxen. And 
who was that -walking along beside the 
wagon, swinging and cracking a great long 
whip? A little old man with a white beard. 
Yes, it was W. H. Anderson himself, come 
back to take part in the celebrations of old 
Solusi mission. He was re-enacting the time 
when he and his companions had driven 
onto the mission farm so long before. 

Forty years ago a small boy was living at 
Campion Academy in Colorado. It was win- 
tertime and there was going to be a special 
meeting in the chapel one night. Dr. H. A. 
Green was coming from Boulder Sanitarium 
to give a lecture. But when the students and 
school family were assembled, the principal 
stepped forward and read a message. It was 
from Doctor Green, saying that he regret- 
ted it was not possible for him to come, 
but that he had sent his old friend and 
mission companion in his place: W. H. 
Anderson. (You will remember Doctor 
Green was at Solusi with the Andersons in 
1901.) 

Well, the little boy just sat on the edge of 
his seat all through the talk Elder Anderson 
gave. The stories the man told thrilled him. 
He could almost feel his hair standing on 
end as the missionary spoke of looking across 
the dancing flames of his campfire into the 
blood-red eyes of a hungry lion. 

When the little boy got home that night 
he told his daddy that sometime he was 
going to be a missionary in Africa, too, just 
like Elder Anderson. He hopes you too, 
boys and girls, may be inspired to go to 
Africa or anywhere else that Jesus may call 
you. This is why he has wanted to share 
these stories with you. For the little boy 
did go to Africa after he grew up and has 
been a missionary there for more than twen- 
ty-five years. I was that little boy. 

(The End) 








Jimmy and the Mule 
From page 5 


the frozen road. Running to the door, she 
saw Wass and Doctor Wilson stopping near 
the front gate. 

“How's Jimmy?” Wass asked tremulously, 
Before she could answer, he began explain- 
ing why they had been so long. 

“You don’t have to explain now, son; I’m 
just thankful you brought the doctor back 
with you.” 

Doctor Wilson knelt at Jimmy’s side. He 
was not pleased with what he saw. Jimmy's 
breathing was short and difficult. 

“Is it serious, Doctor?” mother ques- 
tioned anxiously. 

“I’m afraid so, Ma’am. His lungs are in- 
jured, but I’m not sure how badly.” 

Finally, rising to his feet, he looked 
grimly at the mother. 

“Ma'am, I hate to tell you, but your son is 
badly hurt. He has several broken ribs, which 
are puncturing one of his lungs.” 

“Oh, Doctor, what can we do? Isn’t there 
anything I can do to make him well again?” 

“Just stay by his side. And pray too. God 
will help him.” 

“He has to get well, Doc. He just has to!” 

“Tl do all I can. The rest will be in the 
hands of the Lord. I'll tape his rib cage; that 
should help some. He should be conscious 
soon. I'll leave these pills. If the pain gets 
too bad, give him one every three hours. 
I've done all I can now. I'll drop by in a few 
days; you know how they need me in town. 
Don’t give up, Ma’am. Just leave it to God. 
He has ways of healing we know nothing 
of.” With these encouraging words, he left 
the house. 

The day passed slowly. Jimmy regained 
consciousness, but was dreadfully sick. He 
called often for water and was in much 
pain. 

In the evening when Jimmy’s father came 
home, he learned all that had happened. To- 
gether the parents sat at their son’s side. He 
was restless, and during the early hours of 
the morning he could hardly breathe. 

“Tight—hurt,” he kept repeating. “Tight 
—hurt.” 

“It must be that bandage,” said the father. 
“We'll have to loosen it. Get me the scissors, 
dear.” 

Within minutes the tape was loosened, 
and the boy breathed easier. With relief 
both parents fell to their knees. “Dear God,” 


the father prayed, “if it be Thy will, help 
our boy get well. We need him so much. 
Amen.” 


About midafternoon the next day the 
family noticed a distinct improvement in 
Jimmy’s condition. He was fully conscious 
- breathing with comparatively little ef- 
ort. 








MY MELTED FRIEND 


By BERTHA R. HUDELSON 


He firmly stood in my back yard— 
Round and fat and white and hard; 
Small coal eyes, and hat that tipped, 
Ears lopsided, apple-lipped. 


He stood and argued with the sun; 
And when the argument was done 

He disappeared, yet where he dwelt 
Were parts of him that would not melt. 





“God has answered our prayers,” mother 
said gratefully. 

The boy improved every day. The doctor 
was astonished and pleased, and he dropped 
in often. One chilly day a few weeks later, 
he paid Jimmy a visit. “How’s my good pa- 
tient feeling today?” he asked good-hu- 
moredly as he entered the room. 

“I feel almost well again, Doc. Can I get 
up soon?” 
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“Well, Jimmy, it'll be quite a while yet; 
but by summer you should be as good as 
new again. But you must promise me one 
thing’—and the doctor's eyes twinkled as 
he looked sharply at the boy—‘that you'll 
never, never again treat any animal the way 
you did Joe.” 

But the doctor really didn’t need to say it. 
Jimmy had already decided that very thing! 


The Girl Who Was Beautiful 
Inside 
From page 3 


“I suppose they are going to the park 
too. Aren’t they dirty!” the girl said. And 
another girl sitting beside her answered, 
“If I didn’t have something better to wear 
than those old rags, I'd surely stay at home.” 

Mr. Ronson looked around the bus to see 
who the girls could possibly be talking 
about, and when he noticed two very shabby 
children near the front, he guessed they 
must be the ones. He hoped they hadn't 
heard the unkind remarks the girls had 
made. 

The face of the little boy left no doubt 
that he was ill. His ragged shirt showed 
little ribs with hardly any flesh on them. 
There were no socks on his thin legs, and 
his canvas shoes showed more of two little 
feet than they covered. The little girl hov- 
ered close in her rags, and her uncombed 
hair accentuated her frightened eyes. 

“It’s that sort of trash that spoils a holiday 
like this at the park.” The girl in the seat 
behind Mr. Ronson was talking again. “How 
could anyone be so cruel,” Mr. Ronson 
wondered. He turned in his seat to see who 
was saying such unkind things. The two 
girls in the seat were nicely dressed and he 
guessed they were from rather comfortable 
homes. 

The bus was coming to a stop, for an- 
other girl had signaled that she wanted to 
get on. She was neatly dressed too, and was 
carrying a lovely bouquet of flowers. 

“Hi, there!” The two girls in the seat at 
the back seemed to know her. Mr. Ronson 
hoped she wasn’t as unkind as her friends. 

“Where are you going with those pretty 
flowers?” one of the girls asked as the new 
passenger took the seat opposite them. 

“I'm going to Helen Olsen’s home. She's 
sick, you know. The flowers are for her.” 
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Then the new passenger caught a glimpse 
of the children up near the door. She left 
her seat and sat on the long seat next to the 
thin little boy. She laid one hand on the 
boy's thin cheek as she asked the little 
girl, “The little boy is sick, isn’t he? He’s 
your brother? You are looking after him so 
nicely.” 

“Yes, Jim is sick, and yes, he is my 
brother. We are going to the park. Maybe 
it will make Jim better.” 

“I'm glad you are going to the park. 
I'm sure he will feel better.” 

Then she seemed to be looking for some- 
thing, and she asked, “Where is your lunch? 
You should have a lunch at the park.” 

“Yes, we should have a lunch, but our 
big brother just had money for the bus 
fare. Jim is not going to think about being 
hungry at the nice park.” 

As the bus jogged along Mr. Ronson 
forgot to look at the beautiful sights of the 
city, for he was seeing something so beauti- 
ful there in the bus. 

The new passenger was writing down 
Jim’s home address. Then she gave him a 
few of the flowers and another little pack- 
age before she got off the bus. 

By the time the bus reached the park, 
Mr. Ronson had decided that he would 
like to spend the rest of the afternoon in 
the park while his car was being repaired, 
instead of seeing the sights of the city. Just 
before the bus reached the park, Jim said to 
his sister, “She didn’t say we were dirty, 
and she didn’t call us trash. She said we 
could eat all that is in this package before 
we started home.” 

“She called me a dear,” little sister added, 
and brother said, “What made her so sweet 
and good to us?” 

“I guess it’s because she’s beautiful in- 
side,” sister replied thoughtfully. 

The bus had come to a stop at the en- 
trance of the park, and Mr. Ronson sur- 
prised Jim by carrying him down the steps 
and onto the lawn. 

Mr. Ronson quite forgot about the two 
girls who also were spending the day in 
the park. He had such fun showing Jim 
and his sister a good time—a ride on a pony, 
another on a tiny train, and many other 
bits of fun. There was fruit juice to drink 
and a rest by the water with toes wiggling 
in the sand. ; 

Then it was time for the children to be 
put on the bus, and Mr. Ronson went on 











his way to his supper appointment to meet 
Mrs. Sorenson. 

“And Mr. Ronson, this is my daughter, 
Joan,” said Mr. Sorenson, when Mr. Ronson 
had met Mrs. Sorenson. 

Mr. Ronson reached out his hand to a 
lovely girl of fourteen. Yes, Mr. Sorenson 
was right—she wasn’t like the average girl 
of 14. Mr. Ronson was sure of that, for he 
had seen her once before—on the bus. 
Even Jim’s sister had said that she was 
beautiful inside. 


Underground Marvels of the Wasp 
From page 11 


until the little wasp grubs hatched. Nice 
fresh food for the little grubs, you see. And 
notice that there is nothing else but spiders. 
Different wasps pack their cells with dif- 
ferent creatures. Some have nothing but 
caterpillars, others only cicadas. One kind 
of wasp, however, doesn’t have the power 
of stinging, and so it fills its cells with tiny 
caterpillars that are not paralyzed. And 
here’s the amazing thing about this wasp— 
so that the caterpillars won't trample on the 
fragile little wasp egg, the mother wasp 
hangs the egg from the ceiling by a silk 
thread, away out of reach of the crawling 
caterpillars!” 

“You don’t say!” said I, with a gasp. 
“Wasps are surely clever little creatures!” 

“Clever?” said Uncle Frank, wrinkling 
his forehead into a questioning look. 
“Well, I don’t know. Perhaps I should tell 
you about the work of a man over in Eng- 
land, and then you tell me what you think.” 
So settling back into a chair, Uncle Frank 
commenced his story. 

“This man always had been interested in 
a particular English wasp, so he chose it as 
a project at the university. Everybody he 
came in contact with, he told to keep an eye 
out for the wasp’s nest. They would see the 
wasps going in and coming out of a hole in 
the ground about the size of a man’s thumb, 
he told them. It wasn’t too long before 
someone spotted a nest, and guided him to 
the place. It was impossible to mistake the 
nest. The hole was a writhing mass of wasps, 
and every now and then a wasp would come 
hurtling up from the hole at a great speed. 
Well, it was impossible to do anything with 


them like that. In the daylight, the wasps 
are very wide-awake indeed, and they come 
at a person and sting hard if they are an- 
noyed. However, at night they all go below 
ground into the nest, and as the night gets 
colder, they become very sluggish. So the 
man didn’t do anything about the wasps 
when he found them. He just stuck a big 
stick into the ground so he would know 
where to find them, and went home. 

“Late that night, he went back to the 
spot with another student. They had a can 
of benzine, a thin straight tube, a funnel, 
and a wad of clay. What they did with all 
these things I shall tell you in a moment. 
The idea was to suffocate the wasps with 
the benzine, and when they were all dead, 
dig down and unearth the nest. 

“Arriving at the spot, they very carefully 
approached the hole, and got ready for the 
big moment. First, the tube had to be poked 
down the hole. The reason for this was 
that there was rather a long passageway 
down to the nest. The benzine had to get 
right into the nest cavity, but if it had just 
been poured down the hole in the earth, 
most of the benzine would have soaked 
away in the ground around the hole, and 
hardly any would have gotten into the nest. 

“It was ticklish business. If they fiddled 
around too much with the tube, a few wasps 
might get stirred up sufficiently to come 
up and sting their hands. Anyway, they 
went ahead, and very nervously slipped the 
tube down the hole. Fortunately, there were 
no obstacles, and the tube went straight into 
the nest. Working as quickly as they could, 
they put the funnel to the tube, and com- 
menced to pour down a quart of benzine. 
At once there was a faint buzzing murmur 
from underground, but as the pouring 
proceeded, the buzzing became fainter and 
fainter, and finally died away altogether. 
When the benzine was all down, the two 
young men slipped the tube out, pressed 
the wad of clay over the hole, and the deed 
was done. After a few hours it would be 
safe to dig up the nest, so off they went home 
until the morning. 

“Soon after daybreak they went back to 
the spot. This early hour was chosen pur- 
posely. Even though the majority of the 
wasps had been killed, there would be som: 
wasps that had spent the night away from 
the nest. These would be coming back early 
in the morning, and if they found anyone 
interfering with their nest, there would be 
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plenty of stings handed out. So the idea 
was to beat them to it. However, the stu- 
dents had some large cloths handy in case 
they were surprised and had to do battle. 

“The first thing they did was to dig a 
trench alongside the little entrance hole. 
They dug down about two feet, then started 
to cut back toward the wasps’ nest. Before 
too long, they came to the nest, and a most 
remarkable sight it was. It was a hanging 
nest, after the style of the papery nest that 
you found, Steve, but much larger. It was 
hanging in a cavity about the size of two 
pumpkins, one on top of the other. The nest 
itself was about the size of one pumpkin, 
so there was a large space underneath it.” 

“How did the hole get there?” Anne 
asked at this point. 

“The wasps dug it,” replied Uncle Frank. 
“A little at a time. These wasps scoop up a 
speck of dirt and fly out with it. The won- 
derful thing is that there is no big pile of 
dirt right outside their door. They carry 
each little bit of dirt a long way from the 
hole before they drop it. They must make 
millions of trips to dig their holes. Anyway, 
there was a huge nest hanging in this cave 
underground, and the two friends breathed 
sighs of relief when they saw that all the 
wasps were dead. 


“They got the nest home as soon as pos- 
sible, so that no returning wasps would 
come chasing after them. And then the 
young men working on the project cut open 
the nest, cutting right down the middle 
from top to bottom, and there before them 
was a seven-storied building! Yes, the nest 
had seven floors to it, one under the other, 
and each floor was something like a flat 
cake with hundreds of holes punched 
through it. These were the cells in which 
the larvae lived, and they all pointed down- 
ward. Each little larva had to hang on by 
its tail to the top of the cell! How would 
you like to live upside down all your life? 
Well, these seven floors had plenty of space 
between them for the wasps to get around, 
and in each floor there was a large hole, so 
that if the wasps wanted to go from one 
floor to another, they just went through 
these holes. 

“The young man counted up the number 
of cells in the nest, and found there were 
fifteen thousand of them! Imagine a hotel 
with fifteen thousand rooms! Then he 
thought of fifteen thousand wasps flying 
around the countryside. And there must be 
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hundreds and hundreds of these nests. Why, 
then, didn’t he see more of these wasps? he 
thought to himself. By rights, England 
should be full of wasps, and they should be 
as common as flies. Well, there was a 
reason for it, and it was part of his study to 
find out this reason. But to find out, he had 
to dig up another wasps’ nest, but this 
time it was full of live wasps! 

“However, there was a fairly easy way to 
get the nest without getting stung. He 
waited until winter came. The piercing 
cold tamed the wasps completely, and those 
that were moving around did so in slow 
motion, and would make no attempt to 
attack even if he stirred them up with a 
stick. So he made his trench, and dug out 
the nest as he had done before. When he 
got to the chamber, there was no sound at 
all from the nest, but at once he noticed 
something odd about the big hole under 
the nest. It was piled high with dead 
wasps! There must have been hundreds of 
them. How did they get there? What had 
made them all die?” 

“The cold,” suggested Anne. 

“It was winter, and there was not enough 
food,” was my idea. 

“Well,” continued Uncle Frank, “that 
was something the young student had to 
find out. So he cut away the wasps’ nest 
and took it home. He put the nest in a 
large bowl, and then covered it with some 
fine wire netting, but not so fine that he 
couldn’t see what was going on underneath. 
Into the bowl he put a saucer of honey and 
some grapes, because these were foods that 
the wasps especially loved. That solved the 
food problem, didn’t it, Steve? And the 
bowl was in his room, where a fire was 
burning continually, so it was warm and 
cozy in there, just like the warmth of 
summer. That solved the cold problem, Anne. 
Now what happened? 

“The wasps kept on dying, that’s what 
happened. Every day the wasps would come 
out of the nest, and enjoy the sun that 
streamed in through the window onto the 
bowl. They would sip the honey and eat 
the grapes, but suddenly, one after another, 
they would drop dead and fall to the bottom 
of the bowl. They would fall on their backs, 
their legs would quiver just a little, and 
not One more move would they make. If a 
wasp died inside the nest, the others would 
drag it out and drop it down to the bottom 
of the bowl. Finally, out of the hundreds 

















and hundreds of wasps that had been in that 
nest when it was put into the bowl, only 
eight remained. Now, it wasn’t the cold. It 
wasn't lack of food. What was it then?” 

We both shook our heads, and looked 
blank. Uncle Frank continued. 

“Well, it’s very simple. Like the butter- 
flies and moths, these wasps had a certain 
time to live, and as soon as that time was 
up, they just dropped and died, and that 
was that. But the most terrible part of the 
stofy is yet to come. When there were 
plenty of wasps in the nest, everything 
went on much the same: as usual. The 
babies were cared for, and new cells built. 
A bit of repairing went on too, because in 
shifting the nest the young man had dam- 
aged it in several places, and made holes. 
Through these holes he could see the older 
wasps feeding the little larvae that hung by 
their tails from the top of the cell. A wasp 
would go from cell to cell, and at each cell 
would bring up a drop of honey out of its 
stomach, and feed it to the larva in the cell, 
which would eat it greedily. It reminded the 
man of a mother bird feeding a baby bird. 
But every now and then a larva would 
become sickly. It would not respond when 
the nurse passed by, and so several wasps 
would come and examine it carefully. If 
they weren't satisfied with it, they would 
pull it out of the cell, and throw it out of 
the nest onto the pile of dead and dying 
below! Not very merciful doctors, were 
they? 

“Well, as time went on, and the num- 
ber of the wasps in the nest began to get 
less and less, a most frightful thing began to 
happen. The wasps that remained began 
to drag out the perfectly healthy larvae 
from their cells, and throw them out of the 
nest. But even more horrible still, they tore 
the helpless babies to pieces before they 
threw them out! And would you believe it, 
not one larva was left in all those thousands 
of cells when the massacre had finished. 
Could anything be more strange than that? 
The adult wasps had cared so carefully for 
the little ones all this time, but now they 
turned on them and destroyed them all.” 

“I think those wasps were very cruel,” 
said Anne, looking sad. They didn’t have 
to do that, did they?” 

“I'm afraid they did, Anne,” replied 
Uncle Frank. “Every nest of that kind of 
wasp dies off almost completely at the be- 
ginning of each winter, and in every nest 
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all the little babies that are still growing 
up are destroyed. Of course, a few survive 
and go through to the next year, but almost 
all die or are killed. But instinct tells 
these creatures to do as they do. They don’t 
reason things out as we do. They do it 
automatically. We can’t blame them for 
being cruel. They are only doing what they 
are told to do. Let me tell you about an 
experience that the young man had with 
them, and you'll see what I mean. 

“One night he got a large glass jar and 
upended it over the hole leading into one 
of these wasp nests, outside, for he was 
curious to see what would happen. In the 
morning, he went back, and there were 
the wasps buzzing around inside the glass 
jat in great confusion. They couldn’t get 
out. As the sun got warmer, more and more 
wasps came up from below, but every one 
of them spent all its time throwing itself 
against the glass. Many of them fell to the 
ground, absolutely exhausted, and walked 
wearily around the inside of the glass rim. 
Not one of them tried to dig a tunnel under 
the glass—not one. 

“Now flying back to the nest came some 
of the wasps that had been too far away 
from the nest to return the night before. 
They came up to the glass barrier blocking 
the entrance to their hole, and after walking 
around it several times, they began to bur- 
row a tunnel under it, and soon were inside 
with their fellow wasps. Then the young 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Theme for first quarter: “Lessons From God's Book of Nature” 


lV—Clouds 


(JANUARY 24) 


Memory VERsE: “And then shall they see the 
Son of man coming in a cloud with power and 
great glory” (Luke 21:27). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read what Job has to say about clouds in Job 
37:14-24. Learn the memory verse, reviewing it 
each day. 


SUNDAY 
Clouds of Blessing 


Open your Bible to Amos 9. 

Clouds are formed from the vapor that con- 
tinually arises from large bodies of water on 
the earth. “When he uttereth his voice, there 
is a multitude of waters in the heavens, and he 
causeth the vapours to ascend from the ends of 
the earth; he maketh lightnings with rain, and 
bringeth forth the wind out of his treasures,” 
we are told (Jer. 10:13). 

These vapors come together to form clouds. 
Then the winds and air currents that come “out 
of his treasures” carry them away from the 
ocean, where rain in not needed, toward the land 
where the rain is discharged in gentle raindrops 
to water growing things. How wonderfully the 
Creator planned this. Read in verse 6 how an- 
other prophet describes this system of irrigation. 

God might have let the rising vapors from 
the ocean spread out in one vast gray mist 
over the earth, but in His wisdom He arranged 
for them to form clouds, so that the beautiful 
blue of the firmament should not be entirely 
blotted out from our view. 

There are many kinds of clouds: Cirrus—curly 
white clouds; stratus—spread out in layers; cu- 
mulus—heaped-up masses of white clouds; nim- 
bus—dark rain clouds. Each has its beauty, its 
use, and its sign. 

For further reading: Job 26:7-14. 
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THINK of the wonderfully thought-out system 


of vapors and condensation and rainfall that 
God has devised. 
GIVE THANKS for the power of an _ all-wise 
Creator. 
MONDAY 


Learning From the Clouds 


Open your Bible to Proverbs 25. 

Many are the lessons we can learn from ob- 
serving the clouds. Sometimes during a dry, hot 
spell farmers look anxiously for the clouds to 
bring them rain. At times they see clouds skid- 
ding across the sky, but they bring disappoint- 
ment because they do not discharge the badly 
needed rain. Verse 14 tells us about a type of 
person who is like a cloud that does not bring 
rain. 

Wicked people teaching false doctrines are 
compared to this kind of cloud without water, 
too. Jude says, “Clouds they are without water, 
carried about of winds” (Jude 12). People who 
teach that we do not need to live within God’s 
law give the impression that we can be free 
and happy without following God, but their 
teaching is like a rainless cloud—it does not 
bring that which satisfies. 

Sin is like a dark cloud. Just as a cloud comes 
between the sun and us and cuts off the warmth 
of its rays, so sin can cut us off from feeling 
the warmth of God’s love. 

Often in the morning we see small wispy 
clouds on the horizon. Hosea tells us that our 
goodness (as contrasted with Christ’s righteous- 
ness) is like these flimsy morning clouds. “Your 
goodness is as a morning cloud, and as the early 
dew it goeth away” (Hosea 6:4). 


TUESDAY 
Clouds That Are a Sign of God’s Presence 











DON KNIGHT 


Pretty clouds, but they are “clouds without water.” Rain rarely falls from cumulus clouds like these. 


Open your Bible to Exodus 14. 

In last week’s lesson we learned that light, 
shining in the darkness, was a sign of God’s 
presence. God has often shown His presence by 
a cloud too. Look in verses 19 and 20 and read 
how God sent a pillar of cloud to show His pres- 
ence with the traveling Israelites. 

All during the forty years of wanderings of 
the children of Israel, this cloud was to show 
itself and to act as a guide in their journeyings. 
When Moses went up to the top of Mount Sinai 
to receive the tables of law a great cloud covered 
the mountain to show that God was there. A 
cloud covered the sacred tabernacle when it 
was dedicated in the wilderness. We read that 
“the cloud of the Lord was upon the tabernacle 
by day, and fire was on it by night, in the sight 
of all the house of Israel, throughout all their 
journeys” (Ex 40:38). 

Many years later when Solomon completed the 
Temple in Jerusalem and thousands of people 
were gathered to witness its dedication, the 
Lord showed His pleasure and gave a promise 
of His blessing by causing the cloud of His 
presence to descend on the newly built Temple. 
“The house was filled with a cloud, even the 
house of the Lord; so that the priests could not 
stand to minister by reason of the cloud: for 
the glory of the Lord had filled the house of 
God” (2 Chron. 5:13, 14). 

It must have struck the bystanders with tre- 
mendous awe as they saw this great cloud of 
light enveloping the Temple. It must have given 
those who were familiar with the story of God’s 
dealings with His people great joy as they recog- 
nized in it a promise of God’s continuing pres- 
ence with His chosen nation. 

For further reading: Matthew 17:1-8. 

Tuink what it must have meant to have this 
sign of God’s blessing. 

Pray to do thase things that will bring the 
approval of God on your life. 


WEDNESDAY 
Clouds of Angels 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 

It was Christ’s last day upon earth. He had 
led His faithful disciples out of Jerusalem toward 
the Mount of Olives. As they passed the many 
places hallowed with memories of His ministry 
with them, He repeated to them many of the 
great truths He had tried to instill in their minds 
to give them strength for the tasks and the 
trials ahead. 

Together the little company climbed the hill 
and walked a little way across the summit, and 
then Jesus paused, and, as so many times in 
the three and a half years before, the disciples 
gathered around Him to hear Him talk. After 
speaking words of tender love and care to them, 
He stretched out His arms in a gesture of bless- 
ing. Slowly His feet left the earth, and He began 
to ascend. The disciples’ eyes followed His ascent, 
but soon He was lost to view. Read verse 9 and 
see what hid Him from them. 

It was no ordinary cloud that caught up the 
Lord from His disciples, but a cloud composed 
of angels, escorting their Lord back to His home 
in heaven with joyous songs. 

Two members of this angel cloud remained 
behind. Look in verses 10 and 11 and see what 
their purpose was in remaining behind. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
830, 831. 

THINK what an unforgettable sight that cloud 
of angels must have been. 


Pray to be ready when Jesus shall come again 
as He went up into heaven. 
THURSDAY 
The Cloud We Want to See 
Open your Bible to Luke 21. 
No doubt as the disciples watched the beauti- 
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ful cloud of angels rising higher and higher in 
the air with Jesus in its midst, they remembered 
what Jesus had said to them not many weeks 
before. He had been telling them, in response 
to their questions, about the signs they would 
see in the heavens and among nations and men 
and the many strange happenings that would 
precede His coming. Read in verses 25 and 26 
how He summed up these signs. 

These signs we are seeing fulfilled today, be- 
fore our very eyes. Right then, Jesus told them 
something very wonderful would happen. Look 
in verse 27 and see what it is. (Memory verse.) 

That cloud, like the one that took Jesus up 
to heaven, will be composed of a great company 
of angels. Revelation 14:14 tells us something 
more about this cloud that we are all looking 
forward to seeing. “And I looked,” says John, 
recounting the vision he saw on the island of 
Patmos, “and behold a white cloud, and upon 
the cloud one sat like unto the Son of man, 
having on his head a golden crown, and in his 
hand a sharp sickle.” 

Everyone will see that beautiful cloud. John 
tells us, “Behold, he cometh with clouds; and 
every eye shall see him” (Rev. 1:7). 

Paul tells us of that happy day that “we 
which are alive and remain shall be caught up 
together with them in the clouds, to meet the 
Lord in the air: and so shall we ever be with 
the Lord” (1 Thess. 4:17). 

We think of clouds as instruments of blessing, 
pouring out the rain we need on our thirsty 
land. What a cloud of blessing that cloud will 
be, when Jesus comes to earth to put an end to 
sin and suffering! May we be watching for it, 
and may we be caught up in that cloud that will 
take the righteous to heaven. 

For further reading: Early Writings, pp. 15-17. 

TuHinkK! Are you looking forward to seeing 
Jesus come on His white cloud? 

Pray to be ready and to get others ready for 
that great day. 


FRIDAY 


Review the lesson by answering these ques- 
tions: 

1. How are clouds formed? (Sunday’s assign- 
ment.) 

2. How are they carried from the air over 
the oceans to the air over the land? (Sunday’s 
assignment.) 

3. Name two classes of people who are com- 
pared to clouds that disappoint us by not dis- 
charging their load of rain. (Prov. 25:14 and 
Jude 12.) 

4. What is compared to a morning cloud? 
(Hosea 6:4.) 

5. Name at least three places where clouds 
descended to show that the presence of God was 
there. (Ex. 14:19, 20; 40:38; 2 Chron. 5:13, 14.) 

6. What was the cloud that received Jesus on 
the ascension day? (Wednesday’s assignment.) 

7. How will Christ come to the earth at His 
second advent? (Luke 21:27.) 

8. How many will see that cloud? (Rev. 1:7.) 

9. How will the righteous be taken to heaven 
at the Second Advent? (1 Thess. 4:17.) 

Review the memory verse. 


Underground Marvels of the Wasp 
From page 19 


man plugged up the hole under the glass 
with a bit of clay, and watched what would 
happen. Surely the wasps that had just 
gotten in would show their companions the 
way to get out! No, they joined the others in 
flying frantically around the jar, and beating 





their heads against it. He left the jar there 


for many days, hoping the wasps would 
show some brains, and dig under the glass. 
But a week went by, and at the end of that 
time they were all dead. Why? They could 
not reason it out. They were guided by in- 
stinct. When they left the nest, they headed 
for the light. As soon as they saw the light, 
they would fly.” 

“But why did the wasps that came back 
start digging and get in?” was my ques- 
tion. 

“When they are coming back to the nest, 
their instinct tells them that if they find the 
hole blocked, they are to dig a new entrance. 
But that part of the instinct only works 
when they are coming back.” 

“What if the hole was blocked with 
dirt? Wouldn't the wasps underground dig 
their way out?” 

“Yes, they would, because they haven't 
seen the light,” replied Uncle Frank. “But 
as soon as they see light, their instinct says, 
‘Fly.’ If there is light, there can’t be any- 
thing blocking their way, and so they must 
keep on trying to fly.” 

“They don’t know how to think, then,” I 
admitted. 

“I’m certainly glad that I can think,” 
said Anne simply. “I never realized that I 
could think before until I watched insects.” 

“To be able to think is a wonderful 
blessing,” agreed Uncle Frank. “But the im- 
portant thing is to think right.” 
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PETER, the Peacock, No. 2— 
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1. When the peacock spreads his fan tail it is not 
the true tail that we see, but the upper tail coverts. 
2. A view from the rear shows the strong feathers of 
the true tail supporting the long and showy coverts 
above them. 3. The “eyes” are round markings on 





the end of each feather. The ends of the longest 
feathers, the ones underneath when the tail is down, 
get worn from being dragged, and as the end wears 
off the “eye” opens up and shows as just a wide V 
at the outer rim. It’s time for new feathers then. 














4. The face of the peacock is a snappy black and 
white, the neck a deep royal blue, and the tufted 
feathers of his crown are sapphire blue. 5. This is 
the only ornament that the peahen shares with the 
male. Aside from that, she is a dull brown in color 








7. When the park attendant found the deserted nest, 
he took the eggs to a farm and gave them to a broody 
turkey hen. The farmer agreed to allow this for 
half the hatch. 8. Hatching time for peafowl eggs 
is 28 days, the same as for turkeys, and the hen 
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and her tail lacks both the length and color of her 
mate’s. 6. Peahens are often poor mothers and it is 
not unusual for them to desert a nest of eggs when 
they become tired of brooding. This is just what hap- 
pened to a nest of fifteen white eggs laid in a park. 








waited patiently. 9. Near the end of the fourth week 
two chickens hatched. The other eggs were bad 
because they had been deserted too long. Of the two 
survivors one was male, the other female. Only one 
belonged to the farmer. The male we will call Peter. 








